Claude Bowers, I went to one, held by the Radicales, the party
of the President. There3 while the oratory flourished with tropical,
non-Chilean exuberance, I got the lay of the land. I declined to
be present at all further political meetings. When the United Front3
without consulting me, announced a huge manifestation in my
honour3 I skipped town (hiding in Vicente Huidobro's cottage by
the sea) and sent a message to be read in my absence. I told Grove
and the others that I was going to stick to my role: I was not a
political writer, 1 was not a political figure. 1 had not come to
Chile to force any action. I had come to learn; and to reveal., as
best I could, the basic truths of this world crisis. If what I said helped
the Chileans to decide what they should do, so much the better.
Vicente's cottage over the Pacific was struck by a typhoon.
Water poured into my room, almost floating my bed with me in it,
so that I had to be bailed out. Maybe it was a signal of wrath from
Heaven. I do not think so. I think I had decided rightly.
I believe I should have succumbed in the maelstrom caused by
my arrival (my head still bandaged, my energy still extremely low)
had it not been for my secretary, loaned to me by the University of
Chile. Magda Arce came down to the airport with my duties
already catalogued. During my entire stay in Chile, she worked
fourteen to sixteen hours every day, wisely managing; warding off
the importunatej sifting, minimizing my engagements.
The fascists went immediately to the attack. Two of the worst, by
the way, had been well equipped for the job by their long visits to
the United States as guests of either the Rockefeller Committee or
the State Department (I forget which). They are Manuel Vega,
editorial writer of the servile reactionary Catholic sheet, El Diario
Mustrado and Raul Silva Castro, chief of the Chilean Section of the
National Library. Vega published a series of clever articles in which,
by quoting from my books . . . principally America Hispana . . .
he unmasked me as an enemy of Chile, a despiser of the mestizo, a
defamer of Chile's women. (Of course, by the same method of
carefully isolated sentences, The Rediscovery of America could be
employed to prove me an enemy and a despiser of the United States.)
The Diario Ilusfrado was the pseudo-respectable "front35 of the
campaign. The walls of the city burgeoned with u Death to the
Jew-Yankee Frank," scrawled by artists who doubtless got their pay
at the backdoor of the Nazi Embassy. And one day the central
streets were littered with throw-aways proving that I was a war-
monger, a representative of international Jewry and American
imperialism, and a defamer of the virtue of Chile's women. The
pamphlet closed by recommending that the patriots of Chile visit
upon me the same kind of welcome 1 had received in Buenos Aires.*
The papers  announced that I had been declared  "huesped
* TMs was the note in all the continent's fascist press. I have before me a piece
from ^a magazine published in Bogota, Colombia, caling itself *' Christian,"
promising me the same treatment in Colombia*
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